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41 did not enquire, but in half a jiff
I was back on my airy seat, And I chuckled to think I had bested the ghost, Tor now I would have the tiger on toast,
"When he came his dinner to eat.
6 Then I heard a roar from the neighbouring hill,
'Twas the tiger ranging free, I looked at the corpse.   Slow the other arm Arose by the power of the magic charm,
And pointed again at the tree.
'I   shinned  down   quick,   and   climbed   back   as before,
After pegging the accusing limb, When the old lady's leg uplifted slow, And pointed at me with its skinny toe,
In a silent warning grim.
' I was not to be done, and again got down,
And secured the leg to the bank; But was no sooner back, when the other leg rose, And endeavoured my hiding-place to disclose
With its long and bony shank.
* Once more I descended, and tied the limb
To a bit of a root in the ground, And again climbed back, and thought with a smile, " Ha, ha 1 my old lady, your ghostly guile
Will be puzzled this time, I'll be bound*